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THE CANADIAN PUNCH.

COMPRESSED NOVIELS.

No. 1,
Graypseinn D CreAt.

Motto.—A young man warried is o man that’s
DPar-red (aftor o whilo),—SUAKESPEAKRE,

By \YEEDER.

CHADPTER FIRST.

The De Creams wore a noble family. Their
blood was second to none in the country, and
it thoy wero devoid of title it was that thoy
seorned such omply honour. Many times had

, i coronct hoen offercd them, an two oceasions
tho throno of Lugland hiad been placed at their
disposal. But they scorned alike the Sceptro
and tho Coronct. ‘They did not trace theit
genenlogy Lack from Adam, through tho Ante-
deluvian period and right up to the original
porch, (from which, according to Darwin, have
sprung all living beings) for nothing.  No, they
had reason to e proud, and they were proud.
‘Throughout ull Lhoir long pedigreo no blot had
appeared upon their still spotless ascutcheon.

And tho last member of the family was no
oxception to tho gonoral rule. I think. Thehold
him now (wo wero school-fellows together
under DoctorSyntax) turning to ico the marrow
of n tyraunieal gnmokeeper who had dured to
insult a particulur friond to both of us, A
glance from the irate oye of a De Cream in the
onrly history of tho country once turned tho
course of a river, and left its bed high and dry
for time overlasting. T'he gamekeeper fared no
botter than the river, The eye of the lust of
tho Do Creams was upon him; his blood con-
goalod, his sensos swam, his marrow hardened,
hig heart ossified, ho died !1! And his corpse
still stands in the old Doctor’s garden, nnd tho
nurses tell stenngo stories, and [ perchaneo am
telling strange slorics too.

Grandspill bad been moody for many days.
Moro than maody, Io hiad been tacitarn.  Moro
thau taciturn at tiwmes, he had beon grall.  And
oven ay marrow at times shivered and grow
cool as I approached him, Ono ovening as I
drow near him, ho called out, “ Boware ! My
marrow trembled, “Come not within glance
of my oyo " ho criod, il you would save your-
solf! Took at yonder oak tree!!"”

I looked.

It had boen a noble tree in its timo. That
morning saw it nobloas ever, its wide hranches
greon with o multitudo of leaves. Now it was
Dlighted, and only o meckery of its lormer solf.
Grandspill's oyo had done it; his oye had lit
upou it and blasted it. A steange fascination
enwsed mo to look aftor him. I olevated my
oyes. Llo was just in the act of crossing tho

* stronm. 1o scized hold of a small sapling,
and aiding himself with it, crossed the stream
with a hop, step, and & jump, and landed on
the othor side with safety ; a distance of about
150 feet. i

Ha! Istarled!

Ho was not nlong ! !

A female form was by his side! !t

The wildness of his eye lit up the place!
And suk lived throngh it?  1is voico assumed
n pleading tone. v was asking for something.
She boxed his cars playfully, and T trembled
for hov safety,  They weve for a moment hid in
tho midst ol somo youug alders; suddenly an
nanatural light gleamed from the spot! An
uncarthly sound li%e the report of a 300-pounder

Armstrong crashed on tho air! Another!
Another!

Ay sonses could not bear it ! I rushed home
and lay for somo time half unconscious on a
sofn.

A light bounding step sounded on the
corridor. I knew whose it was, 1t was
Grandspill's.  Ilo entered. 1Mis Dbearing was
prouder than usual, and his face was radiunt.
IIe seized my hand and squeezed it until T
groaned again,

“Tdid it,” he cried,

*What ' I hinted mildly.

“Xissed her, kissed her! Yes,” he eried,
rushing frantically round the room and jumping
six times conseeutively over the large dining
room table, “ I kissed her ! ¥

“ Kissed whom?" I asked.

“Tissed her! my own! My Susan Brown!”

1lis eye was getting dangerousiy bright, but
still 1 questioned on.

* Wag it with her your were were walking in
amengst the alders? "

*“Yos! Yes! with her my own heart's —*
hero he stopped.

“ And that fearful noise 1" 1 sugeested.

“Was the kiss of a De Cream™ he responded.

All that night I'lay awake, and T could hear
Grandspill tossing in his Led and gronning
“Susan,” Tohad fallew in love with a milliner's
apprentice, and Twag too craven to endoavour
to save him.  How could it end? Not satiy-
fuctorily. So wo had Detter begin a new
chapter.

CHAPTER SECOND,

Grandspill and T had both grown up togother
until the time this chapter opens. o was
now twenty-four yewrs of age, “going on
twenty-five,” as the nurse suid, or rising
twenty-fivo as Girandspill's hostler wonld have
said had he deigned to ask him such n guestion.
But Grandspill would disdain to ask such aone
such o quostion. o was prouder than ever.
Wo were both officers in the Guards. 1l eye
was brighter than ever, his temper was wore
fiery ; but his will and command over himsell
bad increased in greater proportion, and he
was & mueh safer companion than of yore.

We spent o jolly time togethor, and bade
fair to continue to do so until the arrival on
the sceno of a lndy character, who is to play a
notable part in this condensed drama.

She was a bruuette, beautiful and like Grand-
spill himself, havghty, Their natures were
similar, they cottoned to one another. e
grow madly in lovo with her. She drew him
on aud on, and I saw that the poor fellow wus
being driven mad. :

Ispoke to hinw one evening., MHis oye was
dangerous.  The house eat had been found
dead in the passage.  Grandspitt turned it over
contemptuously with his toe, and said rather
sorrowfully. *That confounded eye of mine
agnin.”

I spoke to him, but avoided his gaze.

1o told mo the reason of his madness, 1le
was mad with love of the brunette. She was
commonly known as “The 'Tricosis.” 'This
was tho nature of his complaint—** Tricosis,
and on the heart at that. I pitied him. Ile
told mo morcover that his mother was violently
apposed to his strango attachuient. Llis blood
botled when [ proposed & tiip to the North
Dale, whero his misplaced ardowr might cool a
little.  1le had made up his mind to make the

“Tricosis” his wife. He would have “ Tricosis™
on the Lieart for ever.

I was silont.

e gulped down o case of brandy and loft
the room. 1 followed him.

There was a grand ball in the house that
evening. Grandspill attended in full uniform,
and the ** Tricosis™ was thero too, e danced
with her, talked with her, flirted with hor,
danced again with her, and ouly left her com-
pauy & moment. He came to me and said—
never shall T forget those words; how they
thrilled through my very soul with an indis-
cribable delight—he came to mo and snid,
 Cowe and havo a drink old fellow.”

We adjourned into the supper room,

Grandspill glanced with hauteur at a servant.
“Bring me o caso of brandy, and inix this
gentleman g cocktuil.”  (The De Creams prided
themselves upon supplying the dolicacies of alk
natious at their recherché table). 1 had travelled
a swmer in the States,

The case of brandy amd the cocktail hoing
duly demolished, wo wixed once more with the
whirling throng of’ dancers.

Grandspill and *Tricosis” beat u mensure,
amd J knew he was exeited beyond control,
inasmuch as the perspiration burst freely from
his fuce and trickled drop by drop from bis
avistocratic nose.

ITe led her to the conservatary !

1 trembled.

I suw hev faco for a moment as he led her Lo
one of its many nooks and corners, and proud
and haughty though Grandspill might he, thero
was an insulent glare of satisfied pride in her
face that his had never worn,

I wns comming over that look, and must have
been rather inattentive to the faiv partner who-
was hanging on my arm, when a most unearthly
noise burst upon the air, and left the dancers
horrorstruck in the middle of the mazes of the
waltz. My partoer clung to my side shaking'
with tervor, Some ladies fuinted. Tu tho
widst of the confusion another report bhurst
upon the air.  Mrs, De Crenn, Grandspill’s
wother wus carried out of the room by two
John Thowases. “What s i7" “ What is
it?" burst simultancously from 50 voices, I
bid them be quict, and at the top of my voice
told them to fear nothing thut it was only “the:
kiss of n Do Cream,”

The hall broke wp, and, like & great many
other such social entertaimnents, amongst other
wmischief arising from it there arose 8 marringe,
the partienlars of which ave reserved for anothor
chapter.

(To be continued.)

8ING GuNEROUS 70 A Favtr.—Giving away
what don't betong to you.

APPROPRIATE~TE appears that the aunual
weeting of the St. Patrick Society takes place
on the Ist of' April in each year. 1t has been
suggested that, however appropriate this day
nuy be, the fifth of November would bo still
1ore 50
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